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less, his head slowly drooping; suddenly he heaves as though
the whole of his life had risen up within him.
Fifty years! You have disgraced me, gentlemen. Bring in the
men!

[He sits motionless, staring before him. The Board draws
hurriedly together, and forms a group. TENCH in a frightened
manner speaks into the halL UNDERWOOD almost forces ENID
from the room.

WILDER [hurriedly].   What's to be said to them?   Why isn't
Harness here?  Ought we to see the men before he comes?

I don't------

TENCH. Will you come in, please?

[Enter THOMAS, GREEN, BULGIN, and ROUS, who file up in a
row past the little table. TENCH sits down and writes. All
eyes are fixed on ANTHONY, who makes no sign.
WANKLIN [stepping up to the little table., with nervous cordiality].
Well, Thomas, how's it to be?  What's the result of your
meeting?
ROUS. Sim Harness has our answer.  He'll tell you what it is.

We're waiting for him. He'll speak for us.
WANKLIN. Is that so, Thomas?

THOMAS [sullenly]. Yes. Roberts will not be coming, his wife is dead.
SCANTLEBURY. Yes, yes! Poor woman! Yes! Yes!
FROST [entering from the hall]. Mr. Harness, sir!

[As HARNESS enters he retires,

[HARNESS has a piece of paper in his hand, he lows to the
Directors, nods towards the men, and takes his stand behind
the little table in the very centre of the room,
HARNESS. Good evening, gentlemen.

[TENCH, with the paper he has been writing, joins him, they
speak together in low tones.
WILDER. We've been waiting for you, Harness.  Hope we shall

come to some------

FROST [entering from the hall], Roberts.                         [He goes*

[ROBERTS comes hastily in, and stands staring at ANTHONY.
His face is drawn and old.